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Pindar upbraideth Peter for claiming kindred to him, and uſurping 


his name; telleth him to retire to his real origin, and follow his 
late occupation in Cornwall; but ſuppoſeth he dare not be ſeen 
there, and that the ghoſts of his patients terrify him. —Compari- 
ſon between Fame and a poſtboy.—Pindar telleth him that Fame 
ſpeaketh loudly of his ill deeds ; deeds, which, were he to men- 


tion them, would harrow up Peter's foul. —Yet his malevolence 


would be in vain: none would come to his ſuccour.—Curious 
ſtory of a painter and phyſician.—Pindar telleth Peter not to ex- 
pect any aſſiſtance from relations, but to fear the fate of the dra- 
gon which St. George overcame.—Story of St. George and the 
dragon.— Moral thereof applied to Peter, who, Pindar ſuppoſeth, 
feareth the Laureat, though ke pretendeth to deſpiſe him. —Pin- 
dar marvelleth at the Laureat's filence.—Comparifon betwixt the 
Laureat and Peter, under the fimilitude of a bee and ſerpent. — 
Pindar aſketh Peter how he liketh the parallel; adviſeth him to 
act no longer infidiouſly ; telleth him how mean it is to attack 
the King, who cannot reſent it as a private gentleman would da, 
nor like Mr. Roſewarne, who pulled his nofe at Truro for his 
lampooning.—Pindar counſelleth Peter, if fatire be his fort, to 


B employ 
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employ it againſt Vice and Folly. —Curious ſtory of fat pigs. — 
— Pindar telleth him how he would have written, had he really been 

related to him. —Apoſtrophe to their Majeſties. —Pindar again 
adviſeth Peter to reform, and afk pardon of their Majeſties, who, 
probably, would haye pity on the penury which prompted him to 
write. .-Neſcription of Petet's fituation. Stockings without feet, 
&c.—Pindar adviſeth Peter to facrifice to the Graces. —Pictureſque 
ſcene of Peter playing upon the fiddle, in which he is reprehended 
for his ridiculous fclf-admiration.—Pindar concludeth to the no 
ſmall joy of Peter; but threateneth to write again, if Peter 
ſhould ever more prefume to make uſe of his name. | 
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An EPIS T L &c. 


Px TER, how dareſt thou degrade my fame? 
What right haſt thou to claim akin to me? 

Why ſurreptitiouſly uſurp my name, 

And make me partner in thy infamy ? 


Go, whence you ſprang ! from *pothecaries ſtore, 
From rancid ointments which the touch defile, 
From arſenic, and from deadly hellebore, 


From noxious eſſences, and odours vile. 


Go, and thy allafœtida compound; 

Go, vend thy drugs again on Cornwall's coaſts ; 
But juſtice ſays, thou dar'ſt not there be found, 
and conſcicnce fears the diſembodied ghoſts; 


Who, 
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| Who, driv'n from life, by thy preſcriptions, wander, 
In horrid gloom, depriv'd of all repoſe. 


Perchance thou It urge this is the tale of ſlander, 


"Tis Fame afferts it, who like poſtboy goes, 
Blowing her filver trump inſtead of horn; 

And circulating all the news ſhe knows, 

Now leads Yadmire, and now provokes to ſcorn. 


And, pray, what right haſt thou with Fame to quarrel, 


Thou, who ſo long haſt liv'd upon report; 


Who, envious for the want of fack and laurel, 


With malice ſtigmatizeſt all the court ? 


Peter, Fame faith a thouſand things of you, 


More odious far than you can ever find ; 
Though with a jaundic'd microſcope you view. 


The deep receſſes of your monarch's mind. 


She 


Tt & 3 
She faith you'd proſtitute the name of God *, 
The cauſe of God, and all that's good, for gain, 
Break through the ties of friendſhip or of blood, 
And practice deeds which would a Chartres ſtain. 


She faith ! but Peter ſhould I deign to write 
All that ſhe faith, twould harrow up thy foul ; 
Yet would Apollo ſmile to ſee thy ſpite, 

What though thine eyes with ghaſtly malice roll. 


What though thou call'ſt thy keeneſt ſatire forth, 
And vent'ſt thy malice like th' envenom d toads, 
Thy rage would prove to thee, of little worth, 
For who ſucceeds in conteſt with the gods ? 


Peter, through the influence of the late Governor Trelawney, was ordained a 
clergyman of the church of England, and accompanied the Governor to Jamaica, 
where he was Chaplain to him. On the death of the Governor he gave up his ſacred 
character, and became Captain of a party of Jews in the iſland; afterwards, he came 
back to England, and practiſed phyſic in Cornwall. | 


C What 


141 
What did the impious giants gain of old, 
When they contended with the power of Jove, 
When: back huge Pelion on Offa roll'd, 
Fell on their heads, and cruſh'd them as they ſtrove t 


Nor ſhall. a better fate attend on you, 
If ſtill to ſatiriſe your King you dare; 
Remorſe ſhall like an arrow pierce you through, 
And you ſhall fall a victim to deſpair. 


None, none ſhall take your part, not e en the youth 
In whom Correggio's foul doth ſtill refade : 
He ſtill remembers well the fatal truth, 


That Peter you were but a faithleſs guide. 


Perhaps this tale will ſet my meaning clear, 
A tale that's not amiſs for you to hear. 
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Tur PAINTER avy Tus DOCTOR. 


A YOUTH there was on whom the Graces ſmil'd, 


And Pallas mark'd him as her favourite child ; 
Oft would the goddeſs guide his little hand, 
To paint rude outlines of the cows, 


And all the neighbouring hogs and ſows, 
And cats, and dogs, and birds, a favourite band. 


It chanc'd one day, 
As in a bed 
His father and his mother lay, 
The little urchin etch'd them both in chalk; 
Whether in kitchen, or in hall, 
It is not faid, 
But on the wall 


He drew them both ſo well it was the village talk. 


Among 
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Among the reſt who came this fight to view, 
Peter there was a Doctor juſt like you; 


Aman who meanly thought to gain 
For his own trade 

Was very bad ; 

And not a bolus, or a pill, 

Would any take did he preſcribe : 
The country thought him worſt of all the tribe, 
He did fo many patients kill. 


Big with the thought, he inſtantly forſakes 
The country which no longer on him ſmil'd; 
A Raphael's painting in one hand he takes, 
And in the other leads the Corniſh child. 

For well he knew the trump of Fame 


Would ſoon re-echo with young O***'s name: 


Thus to the great metropolis they came. | 
There 


FF 4 


There the young man, with all that caſe, 
Which ever marks th' ingenuous mind, 
And emulous the friend to pleaſe, 
Whom he thinks beſt of all mankind, . 
Entruſts him with the gains his labours yield : 
This, this was what the ſycophant required ; : 
Long had he with a wiſhful eye beheld, | 
And long the produce of his att defir'd : 
Whate'er the youth receives he next demands, 


And like a churl he ſnarls *cauſe *tis no more; 
Each day impoſes on him freſh commands, 
And each day waſtes away his little fron ; 
Nor lets him have ſufficient to provide 
For the mere wants of life, for dreſs and food ; 
In vain young O“ reaſon'd, wept, and figh'd, 
The Doctor loads him with ingratitude. 4 
Cheerful the youth would ſhare with him the gains, 
Would that content him; but he thinks it hard, 
| D 8 


(8) 
That, after all his anxious toils and pains, 
He cann't himſelf enjoy the leaſt reward: 
But willing rather to endure the wrong, 


Than be of baſe ingratitude accus'd, 

Gently he bore th oppreſſor s burthen long, 

Till patience, quite exhauſted and abus d, 

And reaſon finding all its efforts vain, 

On equal terms with W***** to agree, 
Perſuade th ingenuous youth to break the chain, 
And from th' inſulting tyrant to be free. 


Nor ſhall the gentle + C“ attempt to ſave 
The man who meanly pilfer'd from his friend, 
What though in pity he the crime forgave, 
Peter he never will your cauſe defend. 


* The above is © tree kiflecy of the cannefiion betwixt a celebrated Painter and = 
certain ſatirical Doctor. 


+ Dr. C was a very excellent character at Truro : the circumſtance alluded ta 
of the pilfering, Peter can beſt elucidate, 


Nor 


Io] 
Nor will thoſe generous friends whom oft you've try'd, 
Borrowing their money which on w you ſpent; 
When you ſolicit aid, they'll be denied, 8 
For well do they remember what they ve lent. 


And ſay, th unlawful pledges of your ſhame *, 
What for you can the harmleſs infants do, 
Brought into light to curſe their parent's name, 


Struggling with fortune, and denied by you? 


Peter, then take advice, ere tis too late, 

Nor dare attack your worthy ſovereign more, 
Left yoy ſhould meet the deadly dragon's fate 
Which England's champion kill'd in days of yore. 


„ This alludes to the children nurſed in the Borough, whom Peter, in vai, at- 
tempted to deny. 
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gr. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON. 


PERMIT me here your mem'ry to refreſh : 
There was, you know, 
Sometime ago, 
A dragon that was fond of virgin's fleſh ; 
And many a blooming maid, 
In native charms array'd, ö 
Poſſeſſing all the beauty Venus e er diſplay d, 
Was daily facrificed, 
For nothing elſe ſufficed 
To glut 


His gut. 


The country all around were of him ſore afraid g 
And well they might, 
For day and night AY TO M0 
He 


( mm ] 


He kept continual roar, 

Devouring all, and bellowing out for more. 
What agonizing ſmart 

Theſe virgins then endur'd, 

Thus from their friends to part, 

And thus to be devour'd. 


Long did the land his cruelty ſuſtain ; 

And many a valiant ſwain, - 
Encount'ring with the beaſt, was Cain, 
Until they all agreed refiſtance was in vain. 


When England's champion chanc'd the fact to hear, 
Who never knew what *twas to experience fear, 
Ike lightning inſtantly he flew, 

Reſolv'd to kill, or periſh too; 
Enquired where the monſter lay, 
And riſing with the ſolar ray, 
Unto his haunts he rode away. 

E 


( "2 ] 
Twas in a deſert wild where brambles grew, 


And near huge rocks, all frightful to the view, 
Where Deſolation ſeem'd herſelf to reign, 
The ground beſtrew'd with remnants of the lain : 
He heard the dragon's hideous roar, 
And faw his mouth recking with gore, 
His eye-balls darted forth a horrid glare, 
The frighted horſe t' approach did ſcarcely dare, 
But by his rides ſpurr'd he ventur'd near : 

Forth from his den the monſter ſprang, 


And now the air with bellowings rang ; 


Firm as the neighb'ring rock, 
The knight receiv'd the ſhock, 
And ſtrove to penetrate his ſcaly hide. 
But vain th' attempt, the beaſt his pow'r defied, 
Vatted all his power 


And flying to devour, 
When underneath his wings the knight eſpied 


A ten- 
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A tender part; 
Exerting then his utmoſt force 
And inſtant ſpringing from his horſe, 
He plung'd his ſpear into the dragon's heart. 


Now, Peter, can'ſt not thou the moral read? 
What is the virgin but fair Reputation? 

And doſt thou hope much better to ſucceed, 
Devouring thus the beauties of the nation ? 


CY 


For what's more beauteous than a virtuous name? 
And what than Slander's rankling tooth is worſe ? 
Know'ft thou the wretch who ſtabs another's fame, 
Of all mankind deſerves the bittereft curſe ? 


Already art thou overwhelm'd with terror 

Leſt Warton ſhould defy thee to the field ; 

For well thou know'ſt that truth will conquer error, 
And in the conteſt thou the palm muſt yield. 


Peter, 


[ 14 } 


Peter, thou know'ſt thou art a very coward, 

And fear ſt to meet the man thou haſt lampooned ; 
Haſt thou forgot, when * C'fw*y's viſage ſoured, 
How ſoon thy courage fail'd, how ſoon thou fwooned ? 


Why is the Laureat filent ? Much 1 wonder, 
That he fats ſtill, and ſees his King abuſed. 
Why dormant lieth his poetic thunder ? 

How can he think he now ſhall be excuſed ? 


Let him ſtand forth: it is his Sovereign's quarrel : 
He ſhould ſupport the honour of the Crown; 
None but the victors ever wore the laurel; 

Nor need he fear he ſhall be overthrown. 


* Peter's fright, and aſking pardon of Mr. Cefwey, after having fatirifed Mrs. 
Cees paintings, is a plain proof of his cowardice, 


Peter, 


( 1s ] 


Peter, what though thou ſeem'ſt at Warton's fling 


To ſmile; and deemeſt him an humble bee, 


Buzzing, and gathering honey cound the King, 
An inſect not to be compar d to thee ; 


Yet how much better is it to reſemble : 
The little inſect of the bonied race, es 
Than like a pois nous ſerpent hiſs and wembles 
Let this alluſion ſhew thee thy diſgrace. 
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Tuz' COMPARISON. 


Hh dev and the cavencm'd fake 
Delight in flowers and verdant fields, 


The fragrant herb alike partake, 
Aid cance ts back Þ, rich. 


But fee, ** 
Each on the daified lawn produce; 
The one ambroſial ſweet extracts, 
The other ſucks a noxious juice. 


How wither'd all the grafs is found, 
If there the ſerpent but repoſe : 
The harmleſs bee flies all around, 
Nor fades the lily nor the roſe. 


She 


VE. 
She drinks Aurora's pureſt tears,. + - 
And not a ſtain behind her leaves; —» 


A deadly hue in yonder waves, 


In geometric palace dwells 
The bee, and lives for all mankind ; 


The ſerpent hides in deſert cells, 
To univerſal hate conſign d. 


There, from its treacherous hiding place, 
It threatens, as conceal'd it lies; 

Not ſo the golden honied race; 

They are th' induſtrious and the wile. 


Nor will the gentle bee moleſt, 

Till urg'd by baſe ingratitude ; 

The ſerpent oft hath ſtung the breaſt, 
That to it dying pity ſhew'd. 


_ 
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Peter, how likeſt thou this parallel? 
Would'ft thou not rather now the Laureat be, 
Like him in ſplendid palaces to dwell ? 
Then go and imitate th' induſtrious bee. 


No longer like a treacherous ſerpent lic, 
Ambuſh'd beneath poetic flowers, for prey; 
Wounding thy friend, if he by chance come by, 
Nor ſparing innocence, when in thy way. 


How mean th' inſidious wretch, who aims his ſting . 
At thoſe who cann't retaliate the wrong! 
Peter, tis this makes thee attack the King, 


* 


7 't revenge doth not to him belong. 


Thou know'ſt that Majeſty will not reſent; 
That he diſdains to give thee blows for blows ; 


1 1921 Nor 


tao 3 


Not like that member of the ptaliament*, , 
ws cz x Tran, pla bp Ws a 


If fatire be thy fort, let it be buet'd | 242 
At Envy, Malice, and Ingratitude : 
Attack the vice and folly of the world ; 
Hold them to ridicule, but ſpare the god. 


11 


Write harmleſs cpigrams on K ft p .. 


* 


Laugh at the petit maitzes af the town, + 


* Mr. Roſewarne, Member for Truro, being highly incenſed. ea Poter far 
ſome ſcurrilous jeſts, and illiberal attacks on his charafter, pulled his noſe publickly 
in the market place, aud thteatened to horfewhip him; ; which circiniflmce the 
Frontiſpiece is intended to explain. F | 


— 


+ Dr. K of Truro, was always applauded by the corporation for treating them, 
whenever they dined with him, with remarkable fine pork, much ſuperior in flavour 
to what they could taſte any where elſe; till Peter, in the ſong © O the roaſt Pork of 
old Truro,” explained the reaſon of it, by the Doctor's feeding his pigs with the blood 
of his patients, until one of his patients happening to have the i——, the'pigs by 
drinking his vital juice, caught it too; and the means made uſe of by the Doc to 
cure them, led to the diſcovery, See this SONG at the concluſion, ; 
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But ſpare, O facrilegious man, the Crown. 


— * N 


For badſt thou ever been akin to me, 
A different muſe would have directed thee : 
Mine was a genius of a lofty mien 3 
I fang the heroes of th' Olympic games ; 
And yet thafe heroes were but trivial names, 
Compar d with thy Muſtrious King and Queen. 


Their utmoſt glory was to guide the horſe, 


Or dart their chariots ſwifteſt o'er. the courſe ; 
What nobler paſſions fill the heavenly breaſt 
of him, who ſits upon the Britiſh throne: 

He feels his people's — as his own, 
And all his wiſhes are to make them bleſt. 


Hail 


12 1 


Hail, happy land, where peace and freedom reign} - -* 


I ſee each ſmiling nymph, each actire ſwain, 
Shouting with joy, in feſtive circles join'd : 
With filial gratitude I hear them ſing 

The grateful praiſes of their Queen and King; 
Charlotte and George, the bleſling of mankind. 


All hail, ye pair! to you my muſe would raiſe 
And conſecrate a pyramid of praiſe ; 
That ages, yet unborn, may blefs the name. 

Yes, George and Charlotte's praiſes ſhall endure, 
Till nature die, and time ſhall be no more, 

And only with creation ſhall expire their fame. 


Peter, reform betimes; let me adviſe ; 

No more the monareh, with thy wit abufe; 
For all the ſons of virtue thee deſpiſe, 

And treat with fcorn thy ** muſe. 
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e ee on all of them taking off their boots before they went into the 
4 principal” rooms. | Peter excuſed himſelf, for ſome time, on pretence he'ſhould catch 
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| Fancying 


| ( 23] 
Fancying yourſelf Adonis *, though your figure 
Seems the true picture of a water ſpout 
On ſome cathedral ; only rather bigger 
Than thoſe groteſque antiques from which the rain runs out. 


Where noſe and chin, and knees, together bend ; 
A poſture quite unſeemly all allow ; 

But, Peter, take the counſel of a friend, 

Nor vainly think your's is the Prince's bow. 


Peter, with this advice I now conclude, 


And hope your Muſe will give offence no more. 
| Conclude ! I hear you fay, I with you wou'd, 
Indeed I wiſh you'd finiſh'd long before. 


Peter's unbounded vanity in imagining himſelf a beauty, and his extreme folly 
in ſuppoſing himſelf a perfect model of the Prince of Wales in genteel behaviour, have 
often been the ſubject of laughter among his friends; nor hath the artiſt, in the annexed 
Print, at all exceeded the oddity of his perſon in thoſe attitudes. 


H Alas! 
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TRURO PORK, 
A NEW S ON G; 


TO THEE Foo OF TAS 


ROAST BEEF OF OLD ENGLAND. 


Being one of the earlieſt of PzTEz 8's Satirical Effuſions. 


Never before publiſhed in London. 


Sm 7 pigs were invented, grains, porridge, and oats 
Was the only meat given to fatten their guts, 
Till a Doctor diſcover'd more elegant food, 
And fatten'd his grunting companions on blood. 
Sing O the roaſt Pork of old Truro, and O the old Truro roaſt Park.. 
3 
Whenever he open'd a vein, with an eye 
Of gocd nature he'd ſquint on his friends in the ſtye; 
Sc would draw in the baſon a torrent of prog, 
Ten ounces for health, and ten more for the hog. 
Sing O &c. 
With 
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With their grinders, the town did moſt laudably work, 

Declaring the Doctor's was excellent pork : 

Boys, girls, and old maids, married men and their wives, 

All ſwore they ne er taſted ſuch pork in their lives. 
Sing O Sc. | 


Thus all things went well, till an accident came, 

That brought the poor Doctor and Co. unto ſhame : 

For the ſow eat the blood of a fon of a b——, 

Who was mortally troubled with fits and the i—. 
Sing O Sc. 


To be ſhort the old ſwine ſoon gave up the goaſt 
K—- cried—and for days was as mute as a poſt, 
The Vares they were ſick, but got over the rub, 
And luckily only came in for the ſcrub. 

Sing O Sc. 


Fame reports, but the world ſcarce the ſtory believes, 

That his worſhip each day in blue apron and ſleeves ; 

Sought the ſtye, and in dirt was full up to the middle, 

With anointing the Vares for the filthy Scotch fiddle. 
Sing O c. 


She likewiſe reports, but alas! who will mind her, 
That he made little gloves, for the fore legs and hinder ; 
From his own old aſſembly gloves, black and in holes, 
With which he equipp'd the ſweet little ſouls. 

Sing O Tc. 


Could 


l 7 | 


Could Mahomet ſtart from his tomb but to dine, 


On Sundays with K-— on a cheek or a chine; | 

I would lay fifty pounds he wou'd damm every Turk, 

Who wou'd afterwards ſay a bad word againſt pork. 
Sing O &c. 


Had not death kill'd the ſow, to me it is clear, 


The Doctor had made full five hundred a year; 
How unlucky ! for juſt as the ſwine chanc'd to drop, 


He was briſkly preparing to ope a pig-ſhop, 


Sing O Sc. 


For the good of his pocket, and country, this man 

Was moreover extending his excellent plan; 

He meant with young chriſtians his pigs to provide; 

By buying up all the fat children that died. 
Sing O &c. 


At length madam Scandal, I wiſh the jade further, 

Peep'd into his houſe, and got wind of the murther ; 

Not caring a f—t for the Doctor's renown, | 

She told, with delight, the fad tale about town. 
Sing O SW. 


Soon the ſtomachs of thoſe who had eat of his pork, 

So dainty ! began with huge ſickneis to work; 

In ſhort, gentle reader, without more ado, 

The munchers of bacon were all in a ſpew. 
Sing O Sc. 


1 
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The ſtories of ſcandal will always prevail, 
So the boys (the young urchins ?) got ſcent of the tale, 
When his worſhip appear'd in the ſtreet, fie upon't ! 
The wicked young dogs were beginning to grunt. 

Sing O e. 


One day, thus ſaluted, with wrath he fore burn d, 

And as mad to his houſe as a march-hare return d; 

He ſeiz d all tho chriftianiz'd flitches of hogs, 

And threw em down ſouſe to the cats and the dogs. 
Sing O &c. 


The children they ſqualld Madam fell into fits, 

The ſervants all ſtar d, frighten'd out of their wits ; 

The dogs and the cats they went ſenſibly on, 

Eat their bacon contented, and Jaugh'd at the fun. 
Sing O &c. 


Old W——— ruſh'd in, and began to abuſe, 

What the devil James K—-, wilt thou live like the Jews; 

Not eat pork! where's the money for beef to be found, 

Doſt a know, you damn d fool, twill be fx-perce a pound. 
Sing O &c. 


I don't care (rephed K—-, angry, biting his nails ;) 
If tis /even-pence, or zounds if I live upon ſnails ; 
D'ye think that the boys ſhall be mocking the Mayor, 
And grunt when they meet me, as if 'twere pig-fair. 
Sing O &c. 
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Doſt thee mind they boys? (rejoin'd W—— fo cool) 
And grinning—I thought thou wert not ſuch a fool: 
Why thou know'ſt the whole world and I are at ftrife, 
That they've call'd me a ſcoundrel all days of my life. 
Sing O &c. | 


But now to conclude my moſt forrowful ditty, 

At which ev'ry ſoul will cry © pity! tis pity” 

That poor Mr. K ſhou'd fo ſadly be croſt, 

And his ſcheme for the improvement of bacon be loſt. 
Sing O &c. 


Ye who aſk the unfortunate Doctor to dine, 

From your tables O baniſh each atom of ſwine ; 

For believe me he'll rave at the pork in the platter, 

Like a dog that's ſtark mad at the fight of ſalt- water. 
Sing O Sc. 
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